
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



144 BRUSH AND PENCIL 

dormant patriotism that he is considering making the United States 
his permanent home. 

The time is propitious. His fame is assured, for it has the foreign 
cachet deemed necessary by our American patrons; there is a grow- 
ing interest in American art; our country is as varied and beautiful 
as any under the sun ; ancLthe great painters who bear an American 
name will win everlasting honor if they will return and work in the 
harvest fields that are ripening for them. 

We honor Alexander Harrison for the fame he has won for 
himself and America. We invite him to his own country and 
promise him a field of usefulness and glory such as he has never 
'known before. His continued absence would be a misfortune, while 
his coming will be a national blessing. 

Charles Francis Browne. 

MY INDIAN PORTRAITS 

Down from my study walls they gaze, 

These grave, grim men of alien race; 
They make me dream of some dim forest maze 

Or wild trail leading on to wilder place. 

I hear the clear call of the .woodland bird, 

The soft tread of the shy, quick deer; 
The swift rush of the frightened pony herd, 

The low chant of some mystic, spellbound seer. 

From that dark frame a brave old warrior looks 

His calm disdain upon my pampered ease, 
Till I could trade my easy-chair, my books, 

For mat of rushes by the brown tepees. 

I like him befit, that proud old chief 

His glance is stern, yet half benign ; 
The mighty tempest of an awful grief 

His face has marked with many a deep-plowed line. 

Through the grim wisdom of his piercing eyes 

I seem to see a noble manhood shine; 
Where bitterness wrapt round with silent patience lies, 

And faith o'erreaching mine or thine. 

They give me strength, each pictured face, 

They teach me scorn of petty ills, 
And courage to press onward in the race, 

Up to the summit of life's highest hills. 

— Avilda Kelton Lee. 



